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chance tomorrow—perhaps their final night ever in 
New York City. 

The next afternoon finds me making my way into 
Manhattan from my parents’ house in Queens. It’s sum- 
mertime, and my daily schedule includes several hours 
of serious Frisbee-throwing practice on Central Park’s 
“Frisbee Hill.” I’m determined on this day, however, to 
focus all of my psychic energy on scoring the miracle 
ticket. 

Fortunately, serendipity assists me. While walking to 
the subway, I bump into an old grade-school acquain- 
tance. We chat briefly, and I eventually mention my 
rather disheartening experience of the night before. To 
this he casually replies that his father was the lawyer for 
the Beacon Theatre and had just offered him two tickets 
for that evening’s performance, which he has no interest 
in using. Would I be interested in taking them off his 
hands, he asks. Pay for them? Oh, heavens, no! He 
wouldn’t dream of accepting money. WHAAAEEIIYA- 
HOOEEE!!! 

Omigod, omigod, omigod, omigod! He called his 
dad, and off I went to pick up the tickets. Hot damn! All 
afternoon long my heart pounded with anticipation. 

My strategy was to pick up the tickets on the east 
side of Manhattan, walk west across Central Park 
South, cut into Central Park at Sixth Avenue and show 
off my tickets at Frisbee Hill before heading west to the 
theater. My plan proceeded smoothly. I skipped gleefully 
past Central Park South’s row of ritzy hotels, tickets in 
hand, smiling ear to ear. 

But then something quite strange began to happen. 

An odd-looking fellow addressed me as I stood at 
Sixth Avenue, waiting for the light to change so I could 
cross the street and head into the park. He said, “Hey, 
you’re going to the show tonight, huh?” In my infinitely 
dumb teenage (lack of) wisdom, I asked him how he 
could possibly have guessed. I was, of course, dressed for 
the part. “Hey, man,” he continued, “the Dead are stay- 
ing here!” He pointed upward toward the St. Moritz, 
one of New York’s finest and more exclusive hotels. 
“Yeah, right . . . sure,” I replied. “The Grateful Dead at 
a nice place like this.” I had, after all, just read an inter- 
view with Garcia in which he had recounted his stay at 
New York’s infamous Chelsea Hotel (a very dated arti- 
cle, little did I know). And besides, the Grateful Dead 
were hippies, and you couldn’t even get through the 
lobby of the St. Moritz without wearing a sport jacket! 

“No shit, man,” he continued. “A green Winnebago 
is gonna come by and pick them up! I was here yester- 


day, man.” I nodded and turned to cross the street. 
Then, as if in a waking dream, a green Winnebago 
pulled round the corner, double-parked right in front of 
the St. Moritz entrance, and a long-haired hippie got 
out. The doorman nodded approvingly as the freak 
dashed into the hotel. Well, this certainly piqued my 
interest. I wandered between two taxicabs to peer in 
through the side window. 

And then it happened: a tap on the shoulder. I turned 
around and there, one foot in front of me, in a pin- 
striped business jacket, frazzled hair, sporting a leather 
attaché case—Jerry Garcia! The maestro had just tapped 
me on the shoulder on the way to my first show. I must 
have dropped my jaw in shock and just stood there 
because he took half a step back, looked me straight in 
the eyes, and said, “Hi there, mind if I get by?” I stum- 
bled backward and managed an astounded smile as he 
thanked me, shook my hand, and then entered the vehi- 
cle. On his tail, Bobby, Phil, Keith, and Donna, each 
smiling at me, shaking my hand and saying hello. 

I stood there, quite dumbfounded for a minute 
or two... Time stood still. Two face-painted, lace- 
bedecked, long-haired teenage girls got out of a cab in 
front of the hotel, handed Bobby an apple pie through 
the Winnebago window, got back in the cab, and sped 
off. How splendidly odd. 

I stumbled off as if in a trance into Central Park, 
where I attempted to compose myself before heading off 
to the show. No such luck. I had been tapped on the 
shoulder by the very man himself, and there was no 
turning back. My seat number that night was, of course, 
my lucky number and the show was more magical than 
I could ever have thought possible. 

Of course I had no clue as to the status quo at the 
time, but that’s what this show was: a very tight, very 
sweet, status quo show for this tour. “Sugaree” is tight 
but goes nowhere—it’s still devoid of the exultantly cli- 
mactic jams that would come to life through it in the 
years to follow. But just about every other tune in the 
first set runs the opposite, rich and buttery like a fully 
developed wine. On “Looks like Rain” Donna’s sweet 
singing wraps around Bobby’s furtive pleadings exquis- 
itely as Jerry noodles away furiously behind it all. 

The highlight of the set, and perhaps of the whole 
night, is the stunning medley of “Let It Grow” > 
“Drums” > “Let It Grow” > “Might As Well.” While 
the Rhythm Devils don’t really keep the energy up dur- 
ing their brief duet, every other moment of this set- 
closing journey is thrilling. 
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Set 2 starts off with a well-tempered “Saint Stephen.” 
The Dead are in tremendous form, and while keeping the 
intensity at a rather conservative level, they do manage 
to craft a stunning jam that rises to a proud march and 
then to a joyous conclusion. As the Dead launched 
directly into “Not Fade Away,” I clearly remember 
screaming like a million-dollar lottery winner—it was an 
incredible version of “Not Fade Away” from the Europe 
°72 tour that first turned my head to the Grateful Dead 
Experience. And it was at precisely this moment that I 
got my first hit of how exciting it was to pursue the 
Dead, wishing to see them play a tune Pd never seen 
before and then having that dream come true. 

“Not Fade” descends steadily into a bluesy shuffle, 
then to almost total silence, then back up again into a 
return to the lyrics and then back down to nothingness. 
At this point many people have “Drums” written on 
their tape cassette cards, but the drummers only solo for 
a few seconds before Jerry strikes up what might be the 
slowest, longest “Stella Blue” on record. 

From this point on, the band cruises like a well-oiled 
engine. “Dancin’ in the Street” > “Wheel” is particularly 
sweet. To close the show the band, plays a very tasty 
medley of “Sugar Magnolia,” “Scarlet Begonias” > 
“Sunshine Daydream,” but as sweet as this sounds on 
paper it fails to synergize. “Johnny B. Goode” wraps 
things up on a high note. 

It’s been more than two decades since that strange 
and magical day. I couldn’t have asked for anything 
more perfectly synchronistic to start off my long, 
strange, and magical trip with the Grateful Dead. 
Tapped on the shoulder by the man himself, I do 
declare! “Hi there, mind if I get by?” Nope, not at all, 

Jerry, not at all... 
JOHN DWORK 
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Re 6/17/76 HK 


Capitol Theatre, Passaic, New Jersey 


Set 1: Cold Rain and Snow, Big River, They 
Love Each Other, Cassidy, Tennessee Jed, 
Looks like Rain, Row Jimmy, The Music 
Never Stopped, Scarlet Begonias, Promised 
Land 

Set 2: Help on the Way > Slipknot! > 
Franklin’s Tower// > Dancin’ in the Streets > 
Samson and Delilah, Ship of Fools, Lazy 
Lightnin’ > Supplication, Friend of the 
Devil, Let It Grow > Drums > Let It Grow 
reprise > Wharf Rat > Around and Around 















1. Source: AUD, Quality: B, Length: 3:00 
Highlights: The entire tape 
Comments: Most of “Cold Rain” is one channel only. 


This is a birthday show for me, the first in a three-night 
run at this classic venue in the middle of a northeast tour. 
This is the band’s first tour following the 1975 and early 
1976 hiatus and the May 1976 studio rehearsals. This 
tour may have been the one that sealed the band’s com- 
mitment to nearly twenty more years of touring after 
long and hard deliberation about their future. It saw the 
first comeback of “Saint Stephen,” the last return of 
“Cosmic Charlie,” as well as first evers of “Supplica- 
tion,” “Lazy Lightnin’,” “Might As Well,” “Samson,” 
and “The Wheel.” And it is the only GD tour featuring 
“Mission in the Rain.” The strength of set 1 is found in 
the closer of “Music,” “Scarlet,” “Promised,” although 
the “Looks like Rain” and “Row Jimmy” provide respite 
in enjoyable moments of beauty. Set 2 soars, dips, twists, 
and reignites like a bird of prey in flight. It kicks off with 
a well-received “Help” that transcends into a liquidy 
“Slipknot!,” traveling wide before a quick move back 
into “Franklin’s.” The “Dancin’” > “Samson” combina- 
tion also features some of the night’s finest Garcia 
moments with some intense and trippy jam segments. 
“Ship,” “Friend of the Devil,” and “Wharf Rat” make 
up the aforementioned dips in the wondrous flight and 
are filled with moments of passion and warmth. The 
“Lazy Lightnin’” and “Let It Grow” are solid passages 
and propel the set to new heights. 

ERIC M. VANDERCAR 





